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WATERFRONT COP 



WETECTIVE Dan Warden flattened him- 
self against the bulkhead. It was pitch 
black along the pier, but Warden knew that 
up ahead, hidden from the slanting rain. Ace 
Scanlon was huddled with his men. He had 
to hear what they were saying. Cautiously, the 
detective inched his way forward. Suddenly he 
paused. There they were, barely visible be- 
neath an overhanging tarpaulin! 

Dan Warden wormed himself toward an- 
other few feet. Then he froze. He could see 
their faces and hear their voices. There was 
Scanlon, an ex-heavyweight fighter, who'd been 
twice acquitted of murder raps. And there were 
Dinett, Kruse and Van Buren all of Scanlon's 
right hand men. 

"Everything's set for tonight, boys," War- 
den could hear Scanlon saying. "The LiserteS 
crew has gone ashore, and we've bribed her 
guard and the pier watchmen. In an hour we 
start to unload the ship. There'll be perfumes, 
wines, fine laces— two million dollars worth of 
merchandise. Your crews will be loading trucks 
all night. The Lisette will be empty by dawn." 
Scanlon paused, groping for a cigarette in the 

"Empty by dawn, eh?" grunted Van Buren. 
"Then what, boss?" 

The ex-pug lit a match. "Then what?" he 
repeated softly. He nodded at the fluttering 
little flame. "Then this!" 

Dan Warden crawled away down the pier. 
So that was it! Scanlon's plan was to loot the 
French freighter Lisette during the night, 
emptying her completely, and then set fire to 
her before morning. With the ship a sunken, 
gutted hulk, who could say that she had been 
robbed during the night? It was a clever 
scheme, worthy of Ace Scanlon, crime boss o£ 
the piers! 

Reaching the rest of the stevedore gang, 
young Warden squatted down beside them in 
the dark. 

One of the begrimed laborers turned toward 
Dan. "Where yuh been, fella?" 

"Down the pier a ways," the detective an- 
swered vaguely. "Had to pick up my hook. 



Left it there this afternoon." 

Warden's mind raced wildly. This was the 
scheme — the big coup he'd been transferred 
from the Traffic Squad to uncover. Knute Han- 
sen, Inspector of the Waterfront Division, had 
explained to him: "There's been trouble 
a-plenty on the wharves, kid. Two killings and 
a couple of disappearances. Scanlon and his 
gang are up to something big! Warden, I need 
a new guy on the piers— a face that the hoods 
won't recognize. A guy who can get a steve- 
dore job— with a little help from us, of course 
— and who can keep his eyes and ears open. A 
guy who can get in with Scanlon's bunch, and 
then let us know what's boiling. Do you think 
you can handle it?" 

Dan Warden had nodded eagerly. It was hit 
first chance to work independently on a case, 
and he was ambitious. 

With the help of a hastily-provided union 
card, he'd gotten work on the piers. Broad 
shouldered, with a football-broken nose and 
free-swinging fists, he'd soon made a place for 
himself. And now— tonight— the big job Wat 
being pulled off! But how could he get word 

There was no time! For, even now, Scanlon, 
Kruse. Dinett and Van Buren had come noise- 
lessly down the pier and were hulking over 
the squatting, resting longshoremen. 

"All right, boys," husked Scanlon. "We're 
going to work. You'll have lights to work by 
in the holds, but ndt on deck. Your eyes should 
be used to the dark by now! Trucks are pull- 
ing up, so let's load them. You'll all make a 
month's pay tonight! Get going!" 

Quickly, the burly laborers swarmed onto 
the Lisette. Dan Warden among them. Into th» 
holds they went, loading heavy slings that 
swung from the ship to the waiting trucks like 
giant pendulums. It was heavy work, unrelent- 
ing. Before an hour had passed the disguised 
detective felt his back and arm muscles throb- 
bing with weariness. But, worse than that, he 
was troubled by the realization that there was 
no way for him to get a message through to 
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Then, as he wheeled a heavily-loaded hand 
truck across the plank onto the pier, Dan 
Warden saw something that gave him hope. 
It was a tarpaulin that had concealed several 
huge cans of gasoline. It had fallen aside to 
reveal the label on one of them. 

"Highly inflammable," Warden muttered. 
"Reckon Scanlon was planning to give the fire 
on the Lisette a good head start with that 
gasoline. But maybe I can put it to better use." 

The detective made another trip to the ship 
and back. Then he went to *»ork. Ditching his 
hand truck, he sprang to the gasoline cans. He 
managed to roll one of them a few yards away, 
tilting it at a slight angle so it would move 
more easily. Then, with his longshoreman's 
hook, he quickly removed the top from the 
can. He tilted it and the contents poured out 
onto the pier. Cautiously, Dan Warden took 
a look over his shoulder. So far, so good. No 
one had noticed his absence. 

"If they want a fire," he muttered to him- 
self, "I'll give them a fire!" 

Lighting a match, he flung it toward the 
gasoline and sprang back. Air sucked toward 
the liquid and then billowed out in a scorching 
orange glow. At once there was a huge flame 
stretching toward the night-black sky — a per- 
fect beacon! 

Turning. Dan Warden lunged away from the 
flame. If he could get back to the others ... if 

But he was too late! A powerful arm en- 
circled him. It was big Van Buren. his face 
twisted with fury. "Trying to tip off the cops, 
eh?" the hoodlum grunted. 

Keeping his strangling grip around the de- 
tective's throat. Van Buretv shouted at the 
others, "Grab those buckets of sand and get 
them on that fire. We can still put it out before 
it's seen. Hurry, while I finish off this stoolie!" 

As dark figures rushed by to do Van Buren's 
bid-ling, Dan Warden realized that his string 
was up unless he could free himself from 
his captor. Desperately summoning all his 
strength, lie hunched his shoulders, kicked out 
like a swimming bullfrog and twisted clear 
from the paralyzing grip! At once Van Buren 
wai after bim, his fists swinging like pistons. 
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Dan fought back, driving home a hard right 
and left and then lowering his heatl and 
butting like an angry ram into the hoodlum'l 

Van Buren gave ground, gasping and chok- 
ing! But even as he straightened up, Dan 
Warden heard a hissing sound behind him! 
Whirling, he saw Ace Scanlon bringing a 
blackjack down on him! The blow struck him 
on the side of his head, and he slumped for- 
ward to his knees. Again Scanlon struck 
angrily— and again! Then, as the fire began 
to die down from the mounds of sand that were 
being heaped upon it, Scanlon called huskily, 
"You guys — over here! Quick! Take this 
stoolie and drop him over the side. Let the 
ship mash him against.the pier. We'll keep on 
unloading!" 

Warden felt rough hands seize his arms and 
legs. They were carrying him to the side of 
the wharf. Dizzy and helpless, he could do 
nothing. In a moment he would be plummet- 
ing down to the oily waters below. 

Then it was that Dan Warden heard the hap- 
piest sound of his life! Sirens— dozens of them 
—wailing their way onto the pier! Brilliant 
white headlights cut across the wharf, outlin- 
ing the crooks, their trucks, and the ship itself I 

The men carrying the detective froze in 
alarm. 

"Police cars! Drop him and run for it!" 

But as they stampeded down the pier, they 
were met at every turn by gun-wielding police. 
Within a few moments the entire gang had 
been rounded up. 

V' YING THERE, still dazed, Dan Warden 
heard footsteps approaching. Not bother- 
ing to open his aching eyes, the young detec- 
tive raised a limp hand in salute. 

"Howdy, Inspector." he mumbled. "I'm glad 
you and your boys saw my signal and moved 
in so fast. If you hadn't, I'd have been trying 
to swallow the whole river right now. And 
now — can I go back to the Traffic Squad?" 

"I'm afraid not, Warden," the Inspector said. 
"You've earned yourself a promotion, boy. 
You're being assigned to the Detective Squad 
permanently." 

THE END 
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A "MUST" FOR ALL MODEL BUILDERS... 
the big, new 144-page book 



IcAL SMITH on 




MODEL BUILDING 


Model Building 


1 Original TESTED designs for 1 











All veteran model builders know 
Cal Smith as one ohihe country's 
leading authorities on model building. 




winning contestant, Cal Smith packs over 
fifteen years of expert modeling into the 
most complete book of its type ever published. 
His book MODEL BUILDING will appeal to all 
beginners because of the simple, to-the-paint 
approach. Seasoned hobbyists will also treasure this 
book because of the advanced designs, fads and figures and 
hundreds of drawings and photographs. For the best guide 
in model building see CAL SMITH on MODEL BUILDING . . . today! 

at your local newsstand 754 
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